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Liar. Deny to fpeake with me? 

They are ficke,they are wc^ry, 

They hauc trauaif d all the night ? mcerc fetches, 

The images ofreuolt and flying off. 

Fetch me a better anfwer. 

Glo. My deere Lord, 

You know the fiery quality ofthe Duke, 

How vnremoucabic and fixt he is 
In his owne courfe. 

Liar. Vengeance,Plague,Death,Confufion : 

Fiery? What quality ? Why Glofier.Cjlofier, 
l’ld fpeake with the Duke of Cornen>all,*nd his wife. 

Glo. Weil my good Lord;I hauc inform’d them fo. 
Lear, Inform’d them ? Do’ft thou vnderfland me man. 
Glo. I my good Lord. 

Lear The King would fpeake with Cornwall, 

The deere Father 

Would with his Daughter fpeake,commands,tends,fer- 


The Tragedie ofK^ingL ear. 
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Are they inform’d^of this ? My breath and blood: (uice. 


Fi ery? The fiery Duke,tell the hot Duke that 
No.b ut not yet,may be he is not well. 
Infirmity doth ftill neglciSI all office, 


Whereto our health is bound,we are not our felucs 
When Nature being oppreft,commands the mind * 

To fuffer with the body; lie forbeare. 

And am fallen out with roy more headier will 
To take the indifpos’d and fickly fic. 

For the found man. Death on my (fate : wherefore 
Should he fit hcere i This a»ft perfwades me. 

That this temotion of the Duke and her 
Is pradfife only, Giue me my Seruant forth; 

Goe tel! the Duke, and’s wife,H’d fpeake with them r 
Now,prefcntly: bid them come forth and hcare me. 

Or at their Chamber doore He beate the Drum, 

Till it crie fleepe to death. 

Glo. I would haueali well betwixt you. Exit. 

Lear. Oh me my heart! My rifing heart! But downe. 

Foole: Cryco it Nunckle, as the Cockney did to the 
Eelcs,when fhe put ’em i’th’ Paflealiue, fheknapi’cm 
o’th’ coxcombs with a (ficke,and cryed downe wantons, 
downe; ’twas her Brother, that in pure kindnefle to his 
Horlc buttered his Hay. 


Writer CornewaS, l\egan,Glofter,Servants. 

Lear. Good morrow to you both. 

Corn, Haile to yotlr Grace. Kent here fit at liberty. 

Reg. I am glad to fee your Highneflc. 

Lear. Regan ,1 'thinke your are . I know what reafon 
Iihauc to thinke fo,if tlrou fhould’ft not be glad, 

I would diuorce me from thy Mother Torobe, 
Sepulchring an Adultrefle. O are you free? 

Some other time for that. Beloucd Regan, 

Thy Sifters naught: oh Regan, fhe hath tied 
Sharpe-tooth’d vnkincneffe.like a vulture heere, 

I can fcarcefpeake to thee ^hou’ltnotbeleeue 
With how deprau’d a quality. Oh Regan. 

Reg.; I pray you Sir,take patience,! hauc hope 
You lefTeknow how to value her defer:. 

Then fhe to fcant her dutic. 

Lear, Say ? How is that ? 

Reg. I cannot thinke my Sifter in the leaft 
Would fade her Obligation. If Sir perchance 
She haue reft rained the Riots of your Followres, 

’Tis on fuch ground,and to fuch wholclbmc end, 

As cleeres her from all blame, 

Lear. My curies on her. 



ng Ue 


Keg. O Sir,you are old. 

Nature in you Hands on the very Verp 
Ofhis confine: you fhould be rul’d at fji i 
By fome diferction, that difeernes your ft. 

Better then you your felfe: thetefS"' 

Tnat to our Sifter, you do make return* ^ you > 

Say you haue wrong’d her. ' 1 

Lear. Aske her forgiuenefle ? 

Do you but markehow this becomes th.u - 
Deere daughter, I confeffe that I am old • ? 

A ge i s vnnecefTary: on my knees I beppe 

That you’! vouchfafc me Rayment, Bed an ^ c . 

Reg. Good Sir,no more rthefe are vnfol i° 0d * 

Returneyou to my Sifter. n,1 gntJy triclc cs . 

Lear. Neuer Regan: 

She hath abated me ofhaife my Traine* 

Look’d blacke vpon me, ffrooke me with h t 
M oft Serpent-like, vpon the very Heart. T ° n 
All,the (for d Vengeances of Heauen fall 
On her ingratetuU top, fttike her ,o„g b„ M , 

You t,king Ayres, with Lameneffc. 

Com. Fyefir.fic. 

Reg, OtheblcftGods! 

So will you wifh on me, when the raft moode is on 
Lear. No Rcgan.thou fhalt neuer haue m y CUt f° 
Thy tender-hefted Nature fhall not giue ^ 

Thee o’re to harfhncfle : Her eves are u .. 

Do comfort, and not burne. Tis not in thee 

To grudge my pleafures, to cut offmy Traine 
To bandy hafty words, to fcant my fi zes * 

And in conciufion,tooppofcthebolc * 

Againft my comming in. Thou better knoyv’ft 
7 he Offices ofNature,bond of Childhood 
EtTe&s of Curtcfie, dues ofGracitude: * 

; Thy balfc o’th’Kingdome haft thou not forgot 
j Wherein I thee endow’d. h ’ 

Reg. Good Sir, to’th’purpofe. Tuc’tet mth. n . 
Lear. Who put my man i’ch’Stockcs ? 

Enter Stewards 

Corn.. WliacTrumpet’s that?. 

T *% Sifters: this npprouesher Letter, 

That fhe would foone be hcere. Is your Lady come? 

Lear. This is a Slauc, whofceafic borrowed pride 
Dwcls in the fickly grace of her he followes. 

Out Varletjfromitny fight. 

Corn. What mcanes your Grace? 

Enter Goner ill. 


Lear.W ho ftockt my Seruant? Reran,1 haue good hop< 
Thou did’ft not know on’t, 


Who comes here ? O Heauens J 

If you do loue old men; ifyour fweet fway 

Allow Obedience; if you your felues are old, 

Make it your caufe: Send downe,and take my part. 

Art not alham’d to looke vpon this Beard ? 

O Regan, will you take her by the hand ? 

Gon. Why not by’th’hand Sir? How haue I offended? 
All s not offence that indiferetion findes, 

And dotage termesfo. 

Lear. O fide*, you are too tough! 

Will you yet hold ? 

How came my man i’th’Stockes ? 

Corn. I fet him there.Sir: but his owne Diforders 

Deferu’d 


I Ipderu’d much lefle aduancctnent. 

W Lear. You? Did you? 

Reg. I prayyou Father being wcakc,fceme fo, 
jftill me expiration ofyour Moneth 
You will rccurne and foiourne with my Sifter, 
pifmiffing halfcyour traine, come then to me, 
lam now from homeland out of that prouifion 
\Vhichftall be oecdfull for your entertainement. 

Lear. Rccurne to her? and fifty men difmiU’d ? 
xjo,rather labiure all roofcs,and chufe 
To wag* againft the enmity oth’ayre, 

■JobefComrade with the Wolfe,andOwle, 

Meceffities fharpe pinch. Rccurne with her ? 

Why the hot-bloodied France, that do werleffe tookc 
Ouryongeft borne,I could as well be brought 
p 0 knee his Throne,and Squire-like penfion beg, 

Jo kcepe bafe life a fooce; returnc with her ? 
perfwade me rather to be flaue and fump ter 
Jo this detefted groome, 

Gen. At your choice Sir. 

Le.tr. 1 prychee Daughter do net make me mad, 
j will not trouble thee my Childffarewcll: 

W r cc’l no more mccte.no more fee one another, 
gut yet thou art my flefli,my blood.my Daughter, 

Or rather a dilcaie that's in my flcfli. 

Which 1 muff needs call mine. Thou art a Byle, 

A plague fore,or imbofled Carbuncle 
In mv corrupted blood. But lie not chide thee, 

Let fharre come when it will,I do not call it, 

I do not bid the Thunder-bearer fhoote. 

Nor tell talcs of thee to high-iudging loue , 

Mend when thou can’ff,be better at thy leifure, 

I can be pntient, I can ftay with Regan, 

I and my hundred Knights. 

Reg. Not altogether fo, 

I look’d not for you yet, nor am prouided 
For your fit welcome,giue cate Sir to my Sifter, 

For thofe that mingle reafon with your paffion. 

Muff be content to thinke you old,and fo. 

But fhe knowes what flic doc's. 

Lear. Is this well fpoketi ? 

Reg. ] dare auouch it Sir,what fifty Followers ? 

Is it not well? What fhould you need of" more ? 

Yca.or fo many ? Sith that both charge and danger, 
Speake ’gainft fo great a number ? How in one houfe 
Should many peo p Ie,vndcr two commands 
Hold amity ? Tis hardjalmoft impoflible. 

Cow.Why mightnotyou my Lord,rccciueattendance 
From thofe that flic cals Seruants.or from mine ? 

Reg. Why not my Lord ? 

Ifthen they chanc’d to flacke ye. 

We could comptroll them; if you will come to me, 

(For now I fpic adangcr)I entreatc you 
To bring but fiue and twcntic,to no more 
Will I giue place or notice. 

Lear. Igaueyouall. 

Reg. And in good time you gaue it. 

Lear, Madcyou my Guardian?,my Depefitaries, 

But kept a refernation to be followed 
With fuch a number ? Wbat.muft I come to you 
With fiiie and twenty ? Regan,h'ui you fo ? 

Reg. And fpcak’c againc my Lord, no more with me. 
lea. Thofe wicked Creatures yee do look wel fauor’d 
When others arc more wicked ,not being the worft 
Stands inlbmcrankeofpraife,lle go with thee, 

Thy fifty yet doth double fiue and twenty. 


The Tragedie offing Lear. 
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And thou art twice her Loue. 

Go*. Hearecnemy Lord; 

What need you fiue and twenty ? Ten ? Ot fiue ? 

To follow in a houfe, where twice fo many 
Flaue a command to tend you ? 

Reg. What need one? 

Lear. O reafon not the need ; oUr bafeft Bcggcrs 
Are in the pooreft thing fupei fluous. 

Allow not Nature,more then Nature needs: 

Mans life is cheape as Bcafles. Thou art a Lady; 

1 f onely go warme were gorgeous. 

Why Nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear’ft, 
Which fcarcely keepes thee warme,but for tiueinced: 
You Heauens,giue me thatpatience.patience I need. 
You fee me hcere (you Gods)a poore old man. 

As full of griefs as age, wretched in both, 

I fit be you that flirres thefc Daughters hearts 
Againft their Father,foole me not fo much. 

To bcare it tamc!y:touch me with Noble anger. 

And let not womens weapons, water drops, 

Staine roy mans cheekes-Noyou vnnaturall Hags, 

I will haue fuchrcuenges on you both. 

That all the world fhall--1 will do fuch things. 


What they are yet,I know not,but they fhalbe 
The terrors ofthc earth? you thinke lie weepe, 

No,IIe not weepe,I haue full eaufe of weeping. 

' S tor me and Tetnjefl. 

But this heart fhal break into a hundred thoufand flatves 
Orercjie weepe; O Foole.ifliall go mad* } Exeunt. 

Corn. Let vs withdraw, ’twill be a Stornte, 

Reg. This houfe is littlc.thc old man an ds people, 
Cannot be well beftow’d. 

Gon. Tis his owne blame hath put himfdfe fr cm reft. 
And muft needs taftc his folly. 

Reg. For his particular,He recciuc him gladly, 
8jtnotonc follower. 

Gon. So am 1 purpos’d. 

Where is my Lord ofG/ofier ? 

Enter Cjlefier. 

Corn. Followed the old man forth,hc is return’d. 

(jlo. The King is in high rage. 

Corn. Whether is he going? 

Clo. He cals co Horfe,biu will I know not whether? 

Corn. ’Tis beft to giue him way,he leads himfelfe. 

Gon. My I.ord.cntreace him by no meanes to ftay? 

Glo. Alackc the night comes on,and the high windts 
Do forely rufPie,for many Miles about 
There’s fcarce a Bufh. 

Reg. O Sir,to wilfull men. 

The injuries that they chemfclues procure, 

Muft be their Schoole-Mafters: ftiut vpyour doores. 

He is attended with a defperate traine, 

And what they may incenfe him too,being apt. 

To haue his eareabus’d,wifedome bids ftare. 

Cor. Shut vp your doores my Lord, ’tis a wil’d night, 
My Regan cpunlels wellf: come out oth’ftorme. Exeunt. 


Jctus Ter tins. Scena Trim a. 
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Storme fit 11. Enter Kent,and a Gentleman, feuerally. 


Kent. Who’s there befides foule weather ? 

Gen. One minded like the wcatber,tnoft vnquictly. 

r r 2 Kent. 
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